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fitted boats of the Canadian Pacific Railway. The
first part of the cruise lay along the shores of the
Georgian Bay and next morning we were sailing
gaily across the broad bosom of Lake Huron. Soon
after breakfast we sighted and passed through the
lock of Sault Ste. Marie and entered Lake Superior.
I remembered as I stood leaning on the deck-rail
what my school geography had taught me about its
being the largest fresh-water lake in the world. But
did I as I repeated my lesson ever dream that one
day I would be actually steaming across the wide
expanse of its sunlit waters! A Canadian farmer
standing by my side brought its immense size more
vividly before my mind's eye by saying, " You can
sink all England in it and still keep its shores intact."
We soon lost all sight of land, and so big was our
steamer and so lively were the waters that we felt
as if we were rolling and pitching on the high seas.
All that afternoon and all that night we went on, and
it was only the following morning that we sighted
land and soon afterwards landed at Fort William.
One of the trans-continental expresses of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway picked us up there. The express
was perhaps the mostluxurious train that I have ever
travelled by. Our lounge-car was like asmall drawing-
room with arm-chairs and sofas lined in silk tapestry
of an agreeable orange shade: the interior was built
entirely in mahogany inlaid with a richly wrought
design in mother-of-pearl and the rest of the fittings
were in keeping. Besides the C.P.R. lounge-car, the
latest Pullman and even the very comfortable day
parlour-cars I travelled by in the States looked very